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gz The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnwortby of his place, that does thofe 
things well, Hcauert’s aboue all, and there bee foules that muft bee 
faned. 

Jag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine owne part, no offence to the G eneral),nor any man 
ofqualIity,I hope tobefaued. 

Jag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I, but by your leaue» not before me ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Lei’s ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires : forgiuc vs our fins : Gentlemen, let’s looke to our bufineffe ; 
doe not thinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient,this is my 
right hand.and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now,I can ftand 
well enoagh.and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very wellthen: youmuft not thinke then, that Lam 
drunke. Exit. 

To the plotrorme mailers. Come, let’s fet the watch. 

lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Souldier fit to Hand by Ca f.r, 

Andgiue direction ; and doe but fee his vice ; 

Tis to his vertuc, a i«ft equinox. 

The one as long as th’other : tis piety of him , 

1 fearc the tru {^Othello put him in. 

On fomc odde r ime of his infirmity,. 

m-rK*ns he fees it not .or his goodnature 
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ihe Moore of V enice. n 

It were an honeft adtion to fay fo to the Moore. * « ^ 

fag. Not I, for this faire lfland : 

I doe ioueC<//w well, and Would doc much,-' 1 ~~ Httpe, help Within 
To cure him of thiseuill : bat harke,what noyfe. F ' 

Enter Cafsio, driving i„ Rodcrigo. 

Ca l‘ You rogue, you rafcall, 

M°n, What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

vvicktboct"“'’ KaCh ” Cmyd “ t) '‘ boc ll^tetbekoaueinto. 
Xod. Beateme? 

Caf. Doll thou prate rogue ? 

Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold you r band. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,or lie knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you arc drunke* 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight, 

m J * £t ^ 1 ray,goe and cr y a muteny. <V/V Rod 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s-will Gentlemen R d * 

Helps ho, Leiutenant 1 Sir, Montanio, fir 

He!pematters,hee r ’sag ood, y wacchindeed; AMrk*s 

Who’s chat that rings the bell ? Diablo— ho 1 

The Towne will rife, fie, fie, Leiutenant, hold. 

You will be fijam’d for euer. 

Enter Othello, 4»d Gentlemen with neap m. 

Oth. What’s the matter heeref 
Mon. I bleed ftill,I am hurt to the death, he faints. 

Oth. Hold/or your Hues. 
lag . Hold, hold Leiutcnantjfir Gentlemen 

Haue you forgot all place of fence,and duty s 

H0 A. ? e vl?u en u ra11 rpeak , es you 1 hoH, hold, for fhame. 

Oth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this/ 

Are we tur’nd T »rkes , and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has tor bid the Ottamitcs : 
tor C hriftian fliamc.pat by this barbarous brawle 5 
He that ftirres next, to came for his owne rage, ' 

Holds his foule light, he dies vpon his motion <■ 
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